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Christmas Is For Caring 


"Dave - NO!" 


David pinched the bridge of his nose and stared at the black and white tiled floor. Shopping with Dave was like 
shopping with an over-excited child who'd been given free rein to order whatever they wanted off of the 
Starbucks menu. Over-caffeinated, over-sugared, and over-excited were three things that David didn't want to 


be dealing with during the busiest time of the year. 


But, for the sixth year running, here he was, standing in the middle of Target and praying that Dave wouldn't 
break anything, hurt himself, or get arrested. 


The younger man had seen something that had caught his attention. Every year was the same. Glittery, noisy 
Christmas decorations would hit the shops and Dave's energy levels would go through the roof. Gone was the 
man who could be placated with the promise of food, coffee, or sex. The man who wanted everything anything 


that moved or sparkled had taken up residence and no amount of cajoling or idle threats could slow him down. 


Taking a deep breath, David lifted his head and followed in his husband's wake. Every aisle was lined with the 
kinds of displays that were supposedly designed to make you buy-buy-buy. For David, they equalled headaches. 


He found Dave standing at a centre aisle display. On the table was a mountain covered with fake snow and 
surrounded by a picturesque village. A model train ran around the mountain and through the village. The 
younger man was staring at it, completely unaware that David had found him. 

"No, Dave," he softly repeated. 

Dave never lifted his eyes as he replied, "It's so beautiful." 

"We don't need it" 

Silence fell over them, interrupted only by the store's loop of Christmas music and the bustle of shoppers 
around them. David stepped up beside him and, as much as he wanted to admonish Dave for the purchase he 
was about to make, he instead placed a reassuring hand in the younger man's back 

As a kid, David had had everything he could have wished for. Farming had been lucrative back then and his 
family had built a nice house with a pool. Dave, on the other hand, had become the man of the house when his 
father walked and watched his mother struggle on a teacher's salary. He was still frugal and there were only a 
handful of times when David had seen him go intentionally overboard with spending. The Tesla when David's self 
confidence had taken a hit. The meat smoker when he'd needed a non-music hobby. The quarter of a million 
dollar watch when he'd been particularly craving a spanking. 


But a train set.. 


It was also rare that he saw Dave quiet and motionless. That normally only occurred during the five hours of 


sleep that he got. 

"You wanted one as a kid, didn't you?" he quietly asked. 

The younger man nodded, his eyes tracking the tiny train and carriages. 
"Where were you thinking of putting it?" 


Dave finally looked at him with eyes filled with a childish wonder. "In the stairwell. Thought it would look nice 
there." 


Reaching into his back pocket, David took out his wallet and handed it to Dave. "Merry Christmas, sweetheart." 


The model train never made it to the house. David knew that it wouldn't. 


Sitting in a purple armchair, David watched as Dave, helped by an ever-growing gang of children, set up the 


Christmas themed train in the lobby of one of LA's many children's home. Beneath the lobby's gaily decorated 
tree was a pile of gifts that had come with them. Christmas music played softly in the background as the 
village and mountain were added to the large table. 


David smiled softly as he watched Dave pause to pick up a toddler and show them the nearly-finished layout. 
The toddler, happy in the arms of another, squealed and buried her face in Dave's neck. Eyes as dark as night 


peered up at David and he gave the younger man his warmest, brightest smile. 


Í love you, he mouthed. And Hil never stop loving you. 


